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STKOPHE    I. 

Pure,  bright,  intense,  still  burns  the  country's  flame. 

For  him  unrivalled,  grand  immortal  name ; 

Great  hero  —  chief — who  through  dark  trials  rose 

Conquerer  of  Freedom's  foes  ;  — 

Daring,  supernal  deeds,  on  heights  of  time. 

Firm,  dauntless  soul,  to  Heaven,  his  country,  true, 

Unmeasured  genius,  grand,  — • 

Bright  war-flame  of  the  land  ;  — 

Battling  'gainst  giant  wrong  with  will  sublime  ;  — 

Serenely  rising,  quickening  orb  of  day 

To  drive  the  Future's  crowding  mists  away,  — 

Great  Cynosure,  he  bursts  on  human  view ! 

Magnanimous  and  brave,  a  hero  grand, 

Bearing  great  destinies  in  folds  of  light, 

With  glory's  brightening  arch  to  be  o'erspanned. 

Baptized  with  consecrating  Right ; 

From  his  bright  aegis  flashed  a  beam. 

Making  each  patriot  arm  supreme  ;  — 

While  flames  his  sword,  and  loud-mouthed  cannon  roar, 

Th'  invader  flies  —  his  strength,  his  courage  o'er  ;  — 

Great  earthquake  shook  through  every  zone, 

Appalling  tyrants  on  their  throne,  — 

Freedom's  advance  loud  clarion  call, 

Prophetic  of  their  fall  ! 

With  light  far  beaming  o'er  a  hemisphere, 

Breaking  eflulgent  on  a  startled  world, 

Tho'  born  for  country,  to  mankind  grown  dear. 

With  giant  valor,  he  the  Stars  and  Stripes  unfurled; 

Upborne,  advanced,  high  thro'  embondaged  earth. 

Giving  nations  new  birth  ; 
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Dropping  sweet  radiance  on  Freedom's  realms  impearled 

'Mid  Time's  great  drama  act  he  treads  the  stage, 

Pours  haloing  splendors  round  th'  historic  page ; 

JNerves  with  undying  zeal  the  glorious  brave, 

Kolls  on  great  Freedom's  sparkling,  flashing  wave  ! 

His  deeds,  his  fame,  forever  now  secure, 

Gazing  we  see  a  demigod  of  time  ; 

Grand  patriot  form  !  in  aim,  in  purpose,  pure, 

A  character  sublime  ; 

Whose  influence,  spotless  power, 

Send  healing  beams,  transflguring,  matchless  light, 

Creative  radiance,  far  o'er  Nature's  night. 

Illuming  Time's  vast  hour! 

Immortal  hero  he, 

True  friend  of  Liberty, 

His  glory  ne'er  shall  die,  — 

The  common  weal  upbearing, — 

Great  commonwealth  declaring,  — 

Hfe  name,  sweet  talisman,  grand  beacon  light, 

In  peerless  luster,  growing  bright. 

Wafts  to  earth's  farthest  shore. 

To  be  revered,  till  time  shall  be  no  more  ! 

STROPHE    II. 

The  ages  travel,  by  proud  pilgrim  bauds. 

Great  hero-chieftains,  kindling  mightiest  lands, — 

Fling  radiance,  splendor,  flash  with  deepening  light, 

Break  with  new  morning  bright ; 

Build  by  exalting  virtues  —  lofty  aim, 

Tiiro'  grand  heroic  deeds,  in  pow^er,  in  glory  grow  ; 

With  qualities  divine. 

Unfading  garlands  twine, 

Itoused,  warmed,  by  Freedom's  bright  cementing  flame ! 

Borne  o'er  the  deep,  from  Mayflower,  deathless  bark, 

Dropt  on  the  strand,  th'  immortal  kindling  spark, 

Long  prophesied  of  tyrant  overthrow.  — 

Pilgrims,  proud  cavaliers,  since  time  begun. 
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Fleeing  oppression,  outrage,  despot  ire, 

Grander  career,  starting  for  man  to  run. 

Impelled  by  sovereign  motive,  pure  desire, 

Colonial  perils,  wrongs,  dark  shame 

Endured,  grow  in  immortal  fame  :  — 

Mountain  on  mountain,  burdens,  wrathful  piled, 

Spurned  e'en  when  Ilea/en's  sweet  sunbeams  smiled, 

They  seize  great  destiny  in  hand. 

Fling  gauntlet  down  to  motherland. 

Appeal  to  Heaven,  to  fellow-man, 

Move  in  the  centuries  van  I 

Dark,  perilous  was  the  fateful,  destined  hour, 

Unleagued,  unplumed,  unrevenued,  unknown  ; 

(irappling  with  century-grown,  gigantic  power, 

Lo  Washington  —  ordained  by  Heaven,  his  star  alone 

With  kindred  patriot  orbs,  in  glory  bright, 

Bursting  dark  folds  of  night. 

Flamed  with  consuming  vengeance  —  bowed  false  tyrant  throne  I 

'Neath  his  bright  aegis  weapons  crossed  and  gleamed, 

Flung  high  on  air,  proud  Freedom's  banners  streamed ; 

Commotions  dismal,  tossed  Brittannia's  band, 

AVhile  Independence  morn  flamed  o'er  the  land ! 

The  patriot  heart,  with  cares,  with  sorrows  wrung, 

Thro'  parting  clouds,  warm  sunbeams,  bright,  poured  down 

In  joyous  pride  the  conquerer's  praises  sung. 

Gazing  on  high  renown  ; 

Freedom,  with  glory  spanned. 

Won  by  vast  valor,  by  the  heroic  brave, 

Hira  —  the  proud  pilgrims  sons,  high  Heaven  gave, 

To  immortalize  the  land  I 

Bow  low  each  warrior  plume. 

Ages  through  him  shall  bloom, 

Break  in,  new  glory  bright,  — 

Shall  end  the  century's  grieving,  — 

His  brow  fresh  laurels  weaving, — 

His  deathless  name,  his  influence,  know  no  bound, 

Shall  ages  pass,  perennial  round. 
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Flame  bright  thro'  every  sphere, 

Sweet  loadstar,  toiling  millions,  light  and  cheer  I 

STROPHE    III. 

Stirs  now  the  world,  with  fast  new  kindling  tire, 

Man,  equal  rights,  the  nations  now  inspire ; 

Great  Washington,  with  peerless,  brightening  ray, 

Lights  the  great  centuries'  way  :  - 

Lo,  now  hastes  on  great  Freedom's  fruitage  grand, 

Old  bands  are  sundered  round  the  riven  globe, 

Uprising  millions  gaze, 

Warm  in  our  ferved  rays, 

Example  draw  from  this  great  patriot  land. 

Fresh  courage  take,  to  strike  the  final  blow, 

Dealing  to  ghastly  tyrants  overthrow, 

Gazing  on  Freedom's  ensigns  — jeweled  robe J^ — 

From  o'er  all  waters,  —  ancient  classic  fahd," 

Where  domes,  where  towers,  tho'  crumbling,  pierce  the  sky. 

Where  helmed  legions  proudly  took  their  stand. 

Daring  for  Freedom  there  to  die, — 

Lo,  diapason,  bursting  song,- — 

Rolling  the  continents  along,  — 

Loud  swelling  harmonies  of  high  control. 

Freedom's  bright  altars  light  to  either  pole  ; — 

Deep  call  on  all,  the  grave,  the  gay. 

To  cast  fond  glance  Time's  westward  way,  — 

See  from  the  seed  that  here  was  sown 

Great  golden  harvests  grown  ! 

'T  was  Washington,  with  voice,  command,  supreme, 

Compatriots  worthy,  of  their  leader,  guide, 

Piercing  the  ages,  with  new  victor  beam, 

On  bloody  fields,  who  rolled  dun  war-clouds  far  aside, 

That  Time's  transcending  boon  might  be  re-born, 

Distil  fresh  dews  of  morn,  — 

Freedom's  vast  orbing-light,  be  poured  creation  wide! 

Lo,  that  great  boon,  Earth's  grand,  immortal  prize, 

Thro'  vast  endeavor  to  the  nations  hies, 
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Hastens  proud  day  when  man's  great  jubilee 

Shall  voice  acclaims  —  All  Hail  to  Liberty  ! 

Great,  matchless  champion  — proud  chief  to  man,  — 

His  worth,  his  excellence  —  twin  stars  that  shine, 

The  centuries'  columns  leading  in  the  van,  — 

Proclaim  his  work  divine  ;  — 

Whose  blessings  e'er  shall  grow. 

Till  thro'  all  rugged,  desolate  aisles  of  time. 

Shall  loud  be  heard  the  Future's  grandest  chime, 

The  tyrant's  overthrow  I 

A^ast,  grander,  statelier  march, 

Than  e'er  'neath  Roman  arch. 

His  who  the  ages  frees  ;  — 

For  that  high  hero- daring,  — 

Mankind  shall  plaud  unsparing,  — 

Round  lighted  altars  fragrant  incense  burn,  — 

Bedeck  the  mighty  conqueror's  urn,  — 

"VTith  voice  like  ocean's  roar, 

Send  up  huzzas  heard  on  earth's  farthest  shore ! 

STROPHE    IV. 

The  mighty  forces  that  long  ruled  mankind, 

Shorn  of  their  power  —  fall  off,  —  the  iron  bands  unbind, 

Old  dynasties  now  droop  like  withered  flowers ; 

Imperial  Justice  towers ; 

Light's  realms,  long  brooded  o'er  by  midnight  dark  ;  — 

By  conscience  taught,  moves  now  the  civil  arm  ; 

Time's  unexplored  bounds 

Unveil  new  consecrated  grounds, 

Lighted  by  its  new-kindled  spark  :  — 

On  every  hand,  vast  commonwealths  sublime. 

Burst  darkening  folds,  —  the  teeming  womb  of  time,  — 

While  Order,  Law,  secure  'gainst  dread  alarm.  — 

The  civil  State,  by  tyrants,  tossed,  oppressed. 

In  deepest  glooms,  casting  great  shadows  far, 

Finds  now  its  ancient,  cruel  wrongs  redressed, 

'Neath  rising  orb,  —  great  Freedom's  star,  — 
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Whose  breaking  light  shall  pierce  and  climb 

The  desert,  mountain  tracks  of  time, 

Till  the  great  Past,  shaped  to  the  right,  the  true. 

Humanity,  shall  walk  in  pathways  new  ;  — 

High  o'er  the  world  great  Freedom's  flame 

Ke-consecrate  heroic  name,  — 

Time's  raying  glory  —  boundless  ~  bright, — 

Ending  barbaric  night ! 

Lo,  'mid  great  lands,  rare  energies  new  born. 

Imperial  industries,  great  deeds  and  true 

Fast  multiply ;  proud  arts  that  deck,  adorn  ; 

iN'ew,  mighty  monuments,  firing  the  human  view, 

Glories,  eollossal,  in  keen  fires  refined, 

Grand  symmetries  combined, 

To  blaze  with  regal  splendors  coming  ages  thro'  ! 

Culture,  society,  man's  growth,  high  aim. 

Triumphant,  thro'  refining,  purging  flame, 

Insured  as  civilization's  arts  extend, 

True,  beautiful,  the  good,  in  imion  blend  : — 

High  borne  on  winds,  as  of  a  tempest  vast, 

A  Hving  fire  now  streams  —  perennial  force. 

The  ancient  boundaries,  annulled,  recast, 

To  nature's  inmost  source  ;  ■ — 

Victory's  loud  accents  sweet 

In  rolling  cadences,  deep-toned  and  strong, 

Now  echo  thunderous  o'er  the  doom  of  wrong. 

Earth's  listening  ear  to  greet ! 

Grand  is  the  dawning  day, 

Oppressions  pass  away. 

Time  breaks  with  holier  beam,  — 

The  centuries  rush,  are  gazing,  — 

Progress  it  strides  amazing,  — 

At  North,  at  South,  at  East,  at  farthest  West, 

The  world  in  fair,  sweet  beauty  dressed, 

But  brighter  beam  shall  dart. 

Entrance,  deep  thrill,  the  wayward  human  heart ! 
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STROPHE    V. 

Wliat  is  to  be  —  wliat  niiu-lity  seer  could  tell, 

Save  for  that  hero-sword,  whose  flash  tar  fell 

Oil  kiiii^doms,  hemispheres,  creation  round, 

j\[arking  time's  utmost  bound,  — 

Openino;  new  avenues,  unsealing  power, 

Waking  great  patriot  voices,  grand  sublime. 

Whose  startling  clarion  peal 

Breaks  tyranny's  dark  seal, 

While  new-born  destinies  unfold  and  tower  I 

Thro'  Waijhington  mankind  now  joyous  see 

Yast  fragrant  boughs  from  Freedom's  stately  tree, 

Arching  the  earthquake,  flowery  tread  of  tinie  I 

'T  was  he,  immortal  chieftain  of  mankind, 

In  foremost  rank,  in  wisdom,  counsel,  strong, 

With  power  man's  ancient  burdens  to  unbind, 

Move  the  vast  world  along, 

Lift  his  great  arm,  sent  up  the  patriot  prayer,  — 

Lo.  unborn  ages  in  his  triumphs  share  I  — 

Freedom  descends,  in  form  a  heavenly  dove, 

S3'mbol  of  coming  age,  vast  brotherhood  of  love. 

When,  roseate  garlands  round  Time's  brow-, 

Great  Fast  shall  to  great  Future  bow ; 

There  break  'mid  coronals  of  time, 

Sweet  anthem  strains  sublime. 

E'en  now,  beyond  all  parallels  before. 

Proud  Glory's  flaming  signa  s,  wave  and  stream, — 

Great  Freedom's  voice  resounds  on  every  shore,  — 

Colossal  Time  shoots  out,  far-traveling,  central  beam, — 

Wake,  mightiest  peoples,  from  long  drowsing  sleep, — 

Vast  central  voices  sweep, — 

Falling  wide  o'er  the  earth  Freedom's  great  light  supreme  ! 

Dawns  purpling  brilliance  of  the  golden  age, 

Nations  in  war's  lierce  strifes  their  final  battles  wage, — 

Swords  turn  to  plowshares  —  spear  t<»  pruning  hook  ; 

Mind  grows  supreme,  taught  by  the  living  book. 
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All  hail  the  advent  I  'Tis  the  promised  hour. 

That  soon,  with  Ho:ht,  shall  spread  new  bliss  arcund, 

Making  all  lands  one  vast,  enlig^htened  bower, — 

All  consecrated  ground  ! 

In  that  pure,  glowing  clime,  — - 

Ideal  beauty  —  loveliness  in  bloom, — 

Name  of  our  Chief,  sur\nving  nature's  doom. 

Shall  echo  sweet  —  sublime  ! 

'Twas  he  who  oped  the  way 

To  that  epochal  day,  — 

With  Glory's  memories  spanned, — 

O,  then  shall  come  his  crowning,  — 

All  nations'  hail  renowning,  — 

While  his  great  deeds,  his  name,  his  fame  shall  shine, 

While  sweep  the  choral  harps  divine,  — 

When  plauded  here  no  more, 

With  louder  voice  be  praised  on  high,  eternal  shore  I 

STROPHE    VI. 

His  great  example  flames  before  mankind, 

A  warrior  chief,  with  graces,  charms  reiined  ;  — 

Grovelling  ambition,  dark,  with  sordid  lust. 

Sinks — crumbles  into  dust. 

Man  —  Chieftain  —  Statesman  —  Sage  —  his  Maker  made, 

Chosen  Defender  of  eternal  Right,  — 

He  ignoble  ends  eschewed,  — 

Honor's  high  path  pursued,  — 

His  country's  hope  he  ne'er  betrayed  ! 

High  o'er  the  past,  all  Grecian,  Roman  fame, 

Orbing  new,  grander  hero  name,  — 

Herculean,  —  resistless  in  his  might,  — 

Joining  with  prudence,  courage,  zeal,  — 

Star  cincturing  excellences,  his  royal  seal,  — - 

Self-taught  that  wrong  shall  find  its  doom,  — 

A  Regulus,  with  hero-pride 

Fearless,  for  country  could  have  died  ; 
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He  lives !  he  moves,  thro'  fearful  carnas^e,  storm, 

No  savage  chief  to  spill  his  life-hlood  warm  ; — 

On,  fearless  goes,  as  swelling  tide, 

In  Victory's  chariot  born  to  ride,  — 

A  Scipio  —  a  Pompey  great, — 

Founds  the  Kepublic  State  ! 

For  Alexanders,  harps  may  swell  high  praise, 

For  Harmibals  —  the  mighty  Punic  sire,  — 

For  Ofesars  of  the  olden  Roman  days,  — 

But  time  has  kindled  with  a  brighter  hero  fire, 

Him,  who  for  Freedom's  glowing  empire  born, 

Its  annals  shall  adorn  ; 

To  live  in  memory's  bloom,  when  kingdoms,  crowns  expire  ! 

While  traced  by  Genius,  shrined  in  gorgeous  Art, 

He  reigns  great  hero  of  the  human  heart, 

Nor  e'er  shall  be  dethroned,  who  man  to  save. 

Waved  his  bright  sword,  and  Freedom  ages  gave  I 

Speak  — ■  speak  his  name  —  ye  fearless  —  faithful  —  true, — 

While  claimed  by  country,  nation  cannot  bound. 

He  walks,  high  plumed,  the  eternal  centuries  thro'  ; — 

Where'er  thro  Time's  vast  round, 

Patriots  oppressed  shall  rise 

To  break  the  yoke  from  prostrate  lauds,  in  turn. 

To  him  —  moistening  with  falling  tears  his  urn,  — 

Shall  cast  their  anxious  eyes  ! 

Hero  of  hero-train, 

Hope  shall  revive  again. 

New  nerve  each  patriot  arm,  — 

Each  new  attempt  and  daring,— 

The  errors  past  repairing, — 

'Neath  splendors  poured  from  Freedom's  full-orbed  sun, 

In  Glory's  path  mankind  shall  run. 

Dark  tyrannies  overthrown. 

Our  Washington,  of  deathless  fame  be  known  ! 
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STROPHE    VII. 

A  spotless  character,  of  all  the  virtues  horn, 

-Reaping;  grand  laurels,  ages  to  adorti ; 

His  eagle  eye  tiashing  on  t^'rant^  dread, 

I  'eerless  he  lifts  his  head  I 

_By  intuition,  hy  eternal  truth, 

By  inward  sense,  taught  how  to  rise  and  soar, 

Beyond  the  present  hour. 

To  endless  fame  and  power; 

Wearing  bright  crown,  perennial  youth, 

Scanning  the  centuries,  their  coming  bloom. 

Their  march  sublime,  tyrannic  doom. 

He  gilds  with  loveliness  unknown  before. 

Flashing  bright  beams,  far  on  the  Future's  sphere, 

The  world's  great  light,  intensified  to  shine. 

At  Duty's  call,  yielding  to  tasks  severe, 

Towering  'mid  battle's  storm,  benign. 

He  victory  seized,  with  torch  of  light,  — 

Transforms  to  mercy,  angel  bright, — 

Dark,  blind  avenger,  crimsoning,  no  more 

On  chariot  wheels,  deep  stained  in  human  gore  ;  — 

But  tasselled,  plumed,  bright  Ijlade  ensheathe. 

With  smiling  brow,  'neath  diamond  wreathe. 

Waving  the  olive,  palm  of  pear:e. 

Bringing  mankind  release! 

First  in  grim  war,  —  in  peace,  the  human  heart, 

His  life  outHashing — ^^  varying  like  a  sun, — 

Warmed  by  his  flame,  new  civic  virtues  start. 

Shape  bright  the  patriot  age,  his  valorous  deeds  begun  ;- 

Laying  foundations  on  which  structures  rise. 

Hailed  by  the  good,  the  wise. 

His  monumental  light,  while  unborn  centuries  run  ! 

Born  for  his  country,  —  for  mankind  at  large, 

A  shaping  power,  with  Freedom's  trust  in  charge ; 

Toiling  for  Right,  he  triumphs  grandly,  great. 

Asking  no  boon,  but  man  to  elevate :  — 
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Spotless  lie  rose,  attained  to  statliest  lieiijht ; 

Finds  welcome,  passes  every  starry  bound  ; 

Out  compeers,  shines  in  glory's  raiment  briglit,  — 

Deepcnin<r  with  sense  profound, 

Ages  shall  call  sublime — - 

Grandest  of  all  the  laurelled  sons  of  fame. 

With  glory  starred,  a  bright  immortal  name,  — 

Grand  hero  of  all  time  I 

Heroic  grandeur  great. 

Thro"  him  adorns  the  State, 

New  ])reath  to  power  now  gives, — 

Immortal  in  his  rising,  — 

Time's  destinies  revising,  — 

While  Vernon's  sacred  shades  his  ashes  hold. 

His  deeds  are  thro'  the  kingdom5told, — 

His  sword  for  ever  sheathed,  — 

Man  tinds  new  strength,  where'er  his  name  is  breathed  I 
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STROPHE    I. 


Traced  on  the  burniug  scroll,  of  deathless  fame, 

Lo  now  a  new,  great,  patriot,  martyr  name  ! 

He  who,  the  mighty  commonwealth  to  save, 

To  death,  life,  being,  gave !  — 

Lincoln  !  true,  noble  heart,  great  patriot  soul. 

Rising  from  dark  obscurities  to  light, — 

With  genius  orbing  grand, 

To  guard,  defend  the  land  ;  — 

While  adverse  tides  disastrous  roll, — 

By  dark  assassin's  bloody  deed  struck  down. 

Walking  with  sons  of  light,  in  high  renown, — 

His  deathless  work  shall  shine  in  glory  bright  I 

Foul  treason  with  its  pestileutial  broods, 

Concocting  mischiefs,  deep,  as  basest  hell. 

Pouring  its  lava-wrath,  in  ocean  floods. 

Breaking  its  cursed  power  —  he  fell !  — 

Gave  Freedom  spotless  to  a  world. 

The  Stais  and  Stripes,  unstained,  unfurled, 

Floating  in  victory's  smile  o'er  land  and  sea  — 

Great  ensign,  banner,  watchward  of  the  free  ! 

Centering  the  gaze  of  fellow-man, 

He  litts  Time's  signal  in  the  van. 

Prophetic  as  the  centuries  go 

Of  tyrant  overthrow  ! 

'Neath  blazing  folds,  a  talisman  of  lire, 

Ordained  for  country  in  its  hour  of  need, 

His  thrilling  accents  patriot  hosts  inspire. 

He  gives  to  down  trod  man  his  birthright,  title  deed. 

Lifting  from  degredation,  insult,  shame. 

Winning  immortal  fame, 


ODE  ON  LINCOLN.  15 


The  tawny  Afric  millions,  cursed,  he  generous  freed  ! 

The  bondsman's  broken  chain  shall  be  his  seal. 

For  him  ages  shall  roll,  their  anthem  peal ; 

Long  as  in  glory's  bed  shall  sleep  the  brave. 

Green  grow  the  turf  on  his  sepulchral  grave  ! 

Faithful,  upright,  among  the  faithless  found, 

Self-sacriiicing  in  the  cause  of  truth, 

His  name  shall  pass  the  future  ages  round, 

His  crown,  perennial  youth, — 

Brighter  his  fame  shall  grow, 

His  noble  virtues,  excellencies  shine, 

New  garland  wreathes  his  brow  entwine. 

The  more  mankind  shall  know. 

Time's  grand  triumphal  way. 

Shall  gild  with  proud  display, 

For  him  who  treason  slew,  — 

Freedom  his  arm  upraising, — 

Centuries  ne'er  cease  in  praising, — 

His  name,  bright  loadstar,  effluent  shall  draw 

The  world  to  harmony  and  law,  — 

Thro'  him  dark,  blood-stained  time, 

Rejuvenesce,  with  Freedom's  fruits,  sublime! 

STROPHE    II. 

'T  is  martyr  blood  unlocks  man's  future  way, 

From  darkest  glooms  break  brightest  beams  of  day, — 

Thro'  rending  agonies,  convulsions,  strife. 

Comes  true  baptismal  life;  — 

Thro'  deep  adversities,  dark  ignominies  strange, — 

'Mid  cauldron  flames,  that  luridly  arise  ; 

Thro'  terror's  starless  night, 

Dismay,  dread,  pale  aflright, 

Supernal  fortunes  re-arrange  ; 

Renew,  transform,  break  in  sweet  radiance  grand ; 

From  downfall  save  imperilled  land, 

Crowning  with  brightening  fame,  that  never  dies ! 
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The  purest  diamond  in  massive  rock, 

That  scintillates  with  Hash  of  purple  dawn, 

Has  felt  the  heating  surge,  volcanic  shock, 

In  its  unsunned  retreat  withdrawn. 

The  mightiest  star  that  shines  in  space. 

Shows  brightest  from  the  tempests'  place. 

Thus  grand,  supernal  characters  of  time, 

Thro'  storms,  thro'  tribulations,  wax  sublime,  — 

Their  virtues  an  enriching  store,  — 

The  earthquake  avenue  and  door,  — 

Thro'  which  they  burst  with  primal  light, 

In  lusters  heavenly  bright ! 

'T  is  'mid  sharp  conflicts  of  the  world's  great  strife 

Peer  out  the  matchless,  beacon-lights  of  tiame. 

The  grandest,  mightiest  ornaments  of  life. 

Flash  their  enkindling  rays  —  bright  beams  of  deathlesu  fame  ; — 

Rousing  the  drowsing  world  to  be  re-born. 

Break  with  new  purple  morn  ;  — 

Each  mighty  Leader  —  Guide  —  of  high  —  heroic  name  ! 

'T  was  stern  emancipation's  stunning  blow 
That  sealed  the  tyrannies  for  overthrow ! 

By  one  sublime,  ti-emendous  stroke, 

An  uttered  iiat,  centuries  have  spoke ! 

By  one  great  voice — the  world's  undying  charm. 

Ruling  dire  passion's  ever  surging  sea. 

The  grouping  myriad  ills  of  time  disarm, — 

Dawns  blessed  Liberty  ! 

Sweet  flowers  send  forth  perfume ; 

Each  long  bruised  spirit,  prostrate,  freed,  loud  sings  — 

The  flashing  dome  of  highest  heaven  rings, 

As  wrong  finds  meted  doom  ! 

Dawns  a  sweet  hour  of  prime. 

As  falls  each  hated  crime, 

The  valorous  soul  that  dares, — 

Shall  live  ages  reviving,  — 

In  strength  forever  thriving,  — 

While  dark  oblivion  shall  wind  its  pall, 

Round  selfish  tyrants  as  they  fall, 
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He  who,  God's  poor  to  save, 

Shall  yield  his  breath,  shall  live  o'er  time,  the  grave ! 

STROPHE    III. 

No  common  mead  is  his,  who  for  a  land. 

Builds  Glory's  brightening  arch,  with  Right  o'erspanned 

The  blood-stained  wrongs  of  ages  takes  away,  — 

Herald  of  brightening  day  ;  — 

TVhose  glorious  sun  shall  flame  and  shine, 

Far  other  lands,  its  splendors  climb, 

Beyond  all  narrow  bound, 

The  vast  creation  round,  — 

In  radiance  bursting,  grand,  divine. 

Pledging  high  heaven's  eternal  care. 

Great  blessings,  manifold  and  rare. 

Unfolding  grandest  destinies  sublime  ! 

The'  startling  prodigies  of  guilt  transpire,  — 

New  revolutions  burst  in  tire  and  blood, — 

Upheaving  change,  concussions  dreadful,  dire, 

May  come,  with  earthquake,  storm  and  flood, — 

Grim  fate  from  ruin's  vortex  frown  ; 

Freedom,  wearing  bright,  star-gemmed  crown, 

Mankind  shall  him  revere,  the  noble,  great. 

Grand,  mighty  pillar  to  the  tottering  State, 

Who  the  great  Union  to  maintain. 

Broke  the  deep-galling  tyrant  chain. 

Expending  millions  in  the  fight 

For  man's  God-given  birthright ! 

Deeper,  still  louder,  shall  the  accents  roll. 

Full-voiced,  melodious,  rise  the  deepening  song. 

Be  heard  from  center  to  the  utmost  pole. 

Vast,  diapason,  grand,  centuries  prolong, 

Man,  human  nature,  swell  the  endless  peal, 

Set  the  true  signet  seal 

On  him,  whose  hero-fiat  rolls  the  ages'  prize  along! 

Myriads  unborn  to  him  shall  fondly  turn. 

The  human  heart  shall  be  his  mighty  urn, 
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While  pilgrims  to  his  monumeuted  tomb 

Thro'  time  shall  throng  —  age,  youth,  in  lovely  bloom, 

Pay  homage  —  with  true  gratitude  inspired,  — 

Retrace  the  hours  of  vengeance,  and  of  blood, — 

The  dread  ordeal,  that  each  patriot  bosom  fired, — 

For  Country  —  Freedom  —  God  ! 

Listen,  revolve,  grow  wise, 

As  time  shall  tell,  the  Martyr's  deeds  and  tale. 

Around  whose  brow,  no  garland-wreaths  grow  pale. 

Whose  memory  never  dies  ! 

Vast,  vast,  the  deepening  strain, 

Endless  the  sweet  refrain 

For  true,  heroic  men,  — 

Higher,  still  higher  rising,  — 

With  reverence  nations  prizing, — 

No  future  age,  no  period  pass  them  by 

Who  hush  the  human  groans  and  sigh ; 

Forever  they  shall  be 

Time's  loveliest  orbs  —  great  load-stars  to  the  free  ! 

STKOPHE    IV. 

The  million-voiced,  great  people  thunderous  spoke : 

No  farther  be  advanced,  dread  tyrant  yoke, 

Time's  fearful  wrongs,  of  ignominious  dye, 

Waking  earth's  endless  cry. 

Then  demon  spectres  rent  the  quivering  air ! 

Far  'long  the  horizon  llamed  unnatural  light ! 

Shot  lurid  meteor  stars, — 

Omens  of  bloody  wars,  — 

Fierce  demagogues  the  Union  tear, 

Hurl  lighted  torch,  lift  hostile,  fiendish  hand. 

Seek  to  o'erthrow,  usurp  command. 

Plunge  Freedom's  rising  orb  in  endless  night ! 

On  the  black  verge  of  that  tremendous  time, 

Our  Lincoln  seized  the  mighty  mace  of  power, 

To  dare  new,  patriot  deeds,  grandly  sublime. 

Mankind  the  ages  to  endower  ;  — 
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Quench  the  vast  flame,  struggling  to  rise, 

With  choicest  blood  of  sacrifice  ! 

'JS^eath  mountain  avalanche,  impending  storm, 

Pure,  generous,  just,  rose  his  majestic  form, 

Bearing  the  olive  —  palm  of  peace,  — 

Seeking  rebellion's  plots  surcease.  — 

His  words  of  wisdom,  kindness  sown,  — 

Planting  firm  footstep  down, 

Rejected  —  scorned  —  swept  then,  dread  hurricane, — 

Embattling  hosts  rush  forth,  from  all  the  land, 

Time's  dire  alternative  to  try  again,  — 

Great,  crashing  destinies  —  loud-thundering  —  awful  — grand, — 

Freedom,  its  glorious  life,  of  luster  shorn. 

Thro'  agonies  re-born,  ,  /  rj: ^ 

To  lift  unsullied  brow,  great  guardian  oT  the  land ! 

Then  shook  the  civil  State,  by  thunder  riven  ! 

Then  blow  for  blow  was  simultaneous  given  ! 

Paled  our  proud  star  —  unbound  the  bleeding  slave  ! 

Defeat,  disaster  crowd  upon  the  brave  ! 

Lo,  'mid  that  dread  suspense,  the  land  in  prayer, 

New  beam  of  light,  shot  thro'  the  troubled  sky :  — 

Lincoln  resolves  for  human  right,  to  dare  — 

For  spotless  Freedom  try.  — 

Then  Freedom  flashed  new  beam. 

His  countenance  o'ercast  angelic  glowed, 

The  people's  mighty  heart  with  joy  o'erflowed, 

While  victory  came  supreme  ! 

That  was  the  hero  hour, 

Of  moulding,  shaping  power ; 

Came  then  the  high  renown,  — 

The  country's  good  devising,  — 

God's  poor  no  more  despising, — 

He  at  whose  word  was  stamped  that  starry  seal, 

Shall  win  the  ages'  loudening  peal  ; 

His  name  can  never  die,  — 

Great  heir  of  fame  —  of  immortality  ! 
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STKOPHE    V. 

That  new-born  age,  in  justice,  faith,  begun, 

Shall  wax  in  power  till  Time's  last  setting  sun,-^ 

That  patriot  flame,  that  burst,  full-orbed,  apace. 

Shall  light  the  human  race  ;  — 

Profounder  grow  the  sense  of  human  right ; 

Man's  clouded  destinies,  unveiled,  shall  shine, — 

Ko  more,  of  priceless  worth. 

Be  trodden  down  to  earth,  — 

God's  child,  shall  gild  with  holy  light,  — 

Erect  shall  walk  on  every  shore,  — 

Enfranchised,  range  creation  o'er, — 

Warmed  by  great  Freedom's  nurturing  beams  divine! 

In  waves  that  from  vast  revolutions  rise, 

O'erwhelmed,  submerged,  full  many  a  fathom  deep. 

Earth's  tyrant  rule,  dominion,  bondage  dies. 

When  on  in  glorious  power  they  sweep,  — 

Their  sacred  trust,  all  bands  to  break, 

Earth,  Paradise  redeemed  to  make. 

The  blow  by  which  immortal  Sumpter  fell. 

Reacting,  sends  thro'  earth  great  Freedom's  swell ;  — 

A  sparkling  tide,  whose  crystal  flow, 

Hastens  each  tyrants  overthrow, 

Engulphing  thrones,  tottering  to  fall, 

Far  round  the  ijphery  ball ! 

Hark  !  hear  the  thundering  tread  of  marshalled  host, 

Time's  restless  legions,  with  far-flaming  sword. 

In  distant  lands,  the  tyrants  ancient  boast. 

Telling  to  all  that  they  no  longer  are  adored  ; 

A  purer  air,  pervading  all  the  earth. 

While  nations  And  new  birth. 

At  Freedom's  mighty  mandate,  its  inspiring  word  ! 

On  the  proud  banks,  where  classic  Tiber  flows. 

The  patriot  feels  no  more,  the  cruel  tyrant  blows. 

From  Albion's  chalky  cliffs  —  the  Pyrenees, 

From  castellated  Rhine  —  from  France,  upon  her  knees, 
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From  realms  where  man's  career  is  new  begun, 

From  stormy  Baltic,  to  Sardinian  coast, 

From  hemispheres  long  traversed  by  the  sun, 

The  despot  tones  are  lost !  — 

Breaks  Freedom's  clarion  thrill. 

Its  lires  of  glory  kindling  from  afar, 

New-lighting  earth,  ^neath  Heaven's  high-fiaming  star. 

Time's  orbit  soon  to  fill !  — 

O  grand  its  glorious  march. 

The  vaulted  heavens  its  arch, 

'Neath  which  great  heroes  dare, — 

The  people's  grand,  uprisino-,  — 

True  polities  devising,  — 

Heroic,  grand,  the  de^d  that  rouses  all  mankind 

Time's  hoary  fetters  to  unbind. 

Lauded  thro'  every  sphere. 

Great  name,  embalmed,  shall  grow  thro'  ages  dear ! 

STKOPHE    VI. 

'T  was  LiTicoln  next  to  Washington  our  pride. 

Our  patriot  Leader  —  safe  —  entrusted  Guide,  — 

He,  his  compatriots,  caused  a  tide  to  roll, 

Now  felt  to  farthest  pole,  — 

Yast  tide  of  blessing,  quickening  life  to  all. 

Sweeping  creation  round, — 

'Mid  booming  cannon's  sound, — 

Bearing  to  man,  time's  grandest  boon, 

New  roseate  morn,  to  blush  at  noon. 

Freedom,  ordained,  to  break  earth's  tyrant  thrall ! 

Purging  its  light,  long  flaming  bright  from  yore, 

The  olden  altars  dim  re  lighting  grand,  — 

Swift  the  new  beam  finds  way  to  every  shore, 

Yisits  each  anxious,  waiting,  land 

Proud  glorying  in  oppression's  fall, 

Whose  bloody  orgies,  time  appal ! 

Unnumbered  millions  catch  the  hero  name. 

Brightens  the  world,  Freedom's  far-flashing  flame ; 
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Prophetic  voice  of  golden  age. 

Speaks  thunderous  from  historic  page,  — 

Hastens  grand  mighty  jubilee, 

Embondaged  earth  to  free  ! 

Alas !  dread  hour  !  dark  ruin,  yawning  wide. 

To  save  the  perilled,  grand  republic  state. 

Great  hero-martyr,  for  his  country,  died, 

To  brighten  thro'  the  world,  beclouded,  human  fate ;  — 

Make  Freedom  here  —  all  radiant,  grand  — 

Pass  it  to  farthest  land,  — 

His  swelling  praise,  augmenting  time  shall  ne'er  abate  ! 

He  who  the  bondsman's  galling  fetters  broke. 

Who  cast  from  man  the  tyrant's  heavy  yoke 

His  rising  star,  shall  flame,  thro'  every  bound. 

Freedom  rolling  bright  wave,  the  world  around  ! 

His  sweet  assuaging  voice,  shall  still  be  heard. 

When  new-born  ills  o'ertake  the  perilled  state, 

From  his  discreet,  his  high,  commanding  word, 

Each  patriot  wax  elate,  — 

Despondency  shall  die,  — 

Each  sinking  heart  shall  feel  incoming  power. 

Grow  valiant,  in  each  dark,  extremest  hour, 

The  Stars  and  Stripes  flung  high  ! 

His  name  shall  guerdon  be. 

Proud  star  to  cheer  the  free, 

His  influence  grow  in  power,  — 

Of  country,  ne'er  despairing,  — 

With  compeers  glory  sharing,  — 

While  Freedom's  greatening  power,  shall  tyrants  break. 

Old  dynasties  with  terror  shake, 

He  of  the  chosen  few, 

While  ages  roll,  shall  brightening  fame  renew  ! 

STEOPHE    VII. 

Proud  patriot  of  his  age  —  mankind  shall  be. 
Sailing  the  tempest  tossed,  politic  sea, 
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He  cast  brio-ht  glance,  with  horoscope  profound, 

Dark,  wrecking  reefs  around  ;  — 

Turned  deep  within  — surveyed  the  wisdom  past, — 

Gained  strengthening  consciousness  of  Dut}'^  —  Right, 

C-ruiding  the  land  to  shine,  — 

Leading  'neath  beams  divine,  — 

By  noble  intuitions  —  vast,  — 

He  saw  grand  image  of  true  liberty;  — 

Then  boldly  struck,  th'  oppressed,  to  free 

Unveiled  his  country's  orb,  in  splendors  bright!  — 

A  statesman  proud,  far  seeing,  wise,  and  grand. 

In  moral,  civic,  virtues,  unsurpassed, 

Honored  in  perilous  times,  to  serve  his  land. 

Its  destinies,  he  anchored  fast 

On  nurturing  rock  of  truth,  to  grow, 

Omnipotent,  'gainst  overthrow ;  — 

Inlaid  with  essence,  of  a  purer  life, 

Drawn  thro'  ordeal,  of  dark  bloody  strife. 

To  grow  in  grandeur  —  power  sublime, 

The  noblest  heritage  of  time  ;  — 

Great  hero-martyr,  he  shall  be, 

Foremost  among  the  free  ! 

His  peerless  worth,  shall  pass  the  centuries  thro'. 

Who  shed  his  blood,  to  lift  the  lowly  high,  — 

As  unborn  generations,  long  review,  — 

Gaze  on  his  martyr  sacrifice,  shall  sigh,  — 

Freedom  —  time's  precious  boon  thro'  him  re-born, 

Shall  dignify,  adorn. 

Inspiring  grateful  joy,  his  name  shall  never  die  ! 

By  all  revered,  shall  onward  pass  and  climb. 

High  o'er  all  desert,  mountain,  tracts  of  time. 

Teaching  the  noble,  great,  the  virtuous,  wise, 

Duty  in  faith  discharged,  man  high  may  rise  ! 

Surveying  Him,  nations,  mankind,  shall  see, 

Preserver  of  the  Constitution  —  Law,  — 

The  noble  fruit  of  our  great  Liberty, 

He  myriad  eyes  shall  draw, 
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With  magnet  power  benign, — 

Glancing  his  image,  on  each  soul  shall  rise, 

A  form  of  glory,  passed  into  the  skies, 

In  deepening  light  to  shine  ! 

Thro'  gilded  Roman  arch, 

For  Him  no  legions  march. 

Broad  as  the  world  his  fame,  — 

Grand  patriot  power,  new-flaming,  — 

Tyrants  turn  pale,  while  nameing  — 

Thro'  all  the  coming  centuries  of  time, 

His  fame,  his  deeds  shall  grow  sublime. 

Sweet  incense  for  Him  burn, 

While  heaven's  great  stars,  shall  on  their  axle  turn  ! 
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'      STROPHE    I. 

Freedom  the  centuries'  lighted  torch  and  flame, 

Breakening  in  deepening  splendors  bright, 

Herald  of  Fame, — 

Flashing  celestial,  radiant  light, 

Forever  consecrates  great  hero  name  ! 

Turn  the  fleet  pages  of  recording  time, 

The  mighty  Past  survey,  — 

Time's  laurelled  way, — 

Thus  shall  be  read,  its  garland  wreaths,  sublime  ! 

STROPHE    II. 

Generations  come  and  flee. 

Lovely  thro'  Liberty, — 

While  starless,  tyrant  night. 

With  chains,  with  fetters,  clanking  loud. 

Brooding  with  pale  affright. 

Would  Hope,  a  corse,  enshroud, — 

But  Freedom,  Heaven  descends  to  earth, 

Kindles  its  never-waning  fires 

Crowning  the  kingdoms  —  nations,  peoples  with  new  birth  ! 

STROPHE    III. 

'Twas  thus,  ere  Greecian  valor,  flung  its  beam, 

Or  Balylona  rose, 

'Mid  direful,  whelming  woes, 

That  eldest  realms,  unsung,  unhistoried — unknown 

Advanced,  —  each  bloody  tyrant,  met,  o'erthrown, 

While  Freedom's  banners  stream  ! 

Where'er  proud  human  beings  trod  the  sphere. 

Thro'  backward,  hoary  time,  with  mountain  wrong. 

Freedom  rolling  its  flashing,  burning,  wave,  along, — 

Nations  in  Grandeur  —  Glory  —  rise  —  appear,  — 
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Legitimate  their  power,  — 

By  land — and  sea,  — 

Unfettered  in  their  liberty, 

They  rule  time's  deepening  hour,  — 

Bedeck  each  smiling  bower, — 

Inspire  new  joy,  — 

Pouring  unbroken  harmonies,  sweet  minstrelsey, 

Without  alloy  ! 

STKOPHE    IV. 

Hark !  from  Minerva's  heights,  a  clarion  call, 

Rings  o'er  old  classic  yEgean  sea,  — 

Dawns  bright  the  ancient  star-lit  jubilee  ! 

Lo,  Freedom  spreads  great  festival. 

In  beauty  blooms  —  reigns  coronal, 

Thrills  —  rouses  —  captivates  —  entrances  —  each  and  all 

Great  statesman,  heroes  in  new  advent. 

The  darkened  centuries  adorning, 

AVith  purpling  morning,  — 

Haughty  tyrants  headlong  sent. 

On  every  side, — 

Thro'  distant  realms,  dominions  wide. 

Bid  earth's  great  boon,  Freedom  return. 

Light  the  dim  altars,  to  uptiame  and  burn, 

Man  — earth  — to  gaze  —  ages  revere. 

Lo,  'long  new  lands,  their  kindled  fires, 

Rouse  from  long  thraldom,  sons,  great  martial  sires,  — 

Imperial  Rome  —  its  towers  —  its  domes  and  spires, — 

The  gazing  nations  greet ; 

Its  new  immortal  seat, 

Whence  the  Promethean  tire,  afresh  shall  run, 

Kindle  in  all  the  lands,  beneath  the  sun  ! 

STROPHE    V. 

That  ancient  flame,  intensified,  burns,  brightening,  — 
Lo  modern  times  see  a  new  rising  star,  — 
Tyrants  grow  pale  affrightening 
At  Freedom's  orb  afar,  — 
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Flashing,  coiisnining,  baleful  light 

On  pestilential  deeds  of  night. 

Deepening  its  glory  —  splendors  —  bright  and  fair, 

Freedom  brings  blessings,  rare  ; 

It  bnilds  round  all,  high  battleniented  wall 

Invisible  —  with  influences^ — ^ forces  grand, 

Nurturing  the  strength  of  life, 

It  fires  with  new-born  zeal,  each  marshalled  band, 

I'pholds  in  virtue's  strife  ; 

Ne'er,  ne'er  permits  the  good,  the  brave  to  be 

O'erwhelmed,  despoiled,  serving  country, — 

But  by  its  power  attended. 

By  valorous  deeds  defended. 

To  wax  —  augment  —  enlustered  —  glorious  rise. 

Great  beacon-light  —  to  watching  human  eyes  ! 

STKOPHE    VI. 

Long  fermenting  in  mediaeval  lands. 
For  glory  destined  —  vast  dominion  wide, 
Creation's  brightest  hope  — the  centuries  pride, 
'Mid  mountains  high, 
Whose  shadows  vallies  span 
The  bright  abode  —  secure  retreat  of  man, — 
"With  legions  there,  its  deathless  bands, — 
It  sent  its  flaming  lightnings  thro'  the  sky.  — 

STROPHE    VII. 

Westward  its  course  —  the  isles  feel  its  caresses. 

Cradled  on  crystal  waves  —  gems  of  the  deep, 

Its  influence  in  tides,  still  onward  sweep, 

Till  the  last  Thule  —  the  Westward  world  it  presses  ; 

Here  in  new  halcyon  prime,  vigils  to  keep. 

New  monuments  erect  to  trophied  time,  — 

New  harmonies  inspire,  with  accents  sweet,  — 

Ring  out  its  startling  echoes,  —grand,  —  sublime  ! 

Here  'mid  adornings  triumphal. 

With  statelier  ceremonial. 

The  centuries  deepening  chime 
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Roll  ou  —  in  diapason  long 

Through  myriad-millioned  tongue 

While  distant,  listening  spheres,  shall  plauding  greet, 

AYith  high  triumphal  song  ! 

The  echoes  then  shall  fly, 

Freedom's  great  battle-cry. 

Rouse  the  dim  lands,  —  to  wake  in  new-born  prime, 

Jn  marshalled  phalanx,  valorous,  engage. 

For  man's  great  birth-right  battles  wage. 

Moving  in  Freedom's  grandest  equipage, 

Till  human,  vast,  vocation. 

Brings  peace  in  each  relation. 

STROPHE    VIII, 

Lo  mightier  than  all  voices  heard  before, 

Now,  on  Columbia's  shore 

Breaks  Freedom's  mighty  voice  —  its  choral  strain. 

Full  —  volumed  —  'long  the  mightiest  realms  it  rolls,- 

Impeded  not  by  continents  or  main. 

Each  tyrants  downfall  —  coming  doom  it  tolls 

Prophetic  —  grand  —  sublime. 

The  crowning  work  of  time  ;  — 

Still  grander  destinies  of  light  enfolds  ! 

'Tis  Heaven-ordained,  mankind  the  race  to  raise  ; 

Perfection's  boon  its  iinal  issues  bring. 

Darting  immortal  ever-brightening  rays, 

New  civilizations  from  its  triumphs  spring. 

Drafted  on  human  nature's  living,  scroll. 

Feeding  the  instincts  of  the  reasoning  soul. 

The  alarum  bell  —  the  tocsin  peal  of  time, 

For  it  the  glorious  brave  dare  deeds  sublime  ; — 

Tho'  fall  they  may  —  their  fame  shall  never  die,  — 

They  live,  who  battle,  for  eternal  Right, — 

In  Glory's  raiment  walk  —  forever  bright, — 

Theirs  true  —  unfading,  immortality  ! 
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STROPHE    IX. 

O  wake  sweet  lyre,  for  country, 

It  lires  the  patriot  soul, — 

'Tis  for  its  glorious  destiny 

That  blood  —  its  torrents  roll  ;  — 

No  matter  what  the  race  o'erpast  be  run, — 

Whether  'neath  solstitial,  or  arctic  sun,  — 

'Twas  there  was  drawn,  iirst  breath  of  vital  air, — 

'Twas  there  a  mother  smiled,  when  life  begun, 

'Twas  there  a  father  toiled  'mid  tears  and  care 

That  his  proud  offspring  Glory's  mead  might  share ; 

There  beauteous  scene,  how  bright  ? 

That  ravished  boyhood's  sight, — 

There  came  the  youthful  questionings, — 

The  nonsense  —  sober  things, — 

'Twas  there  true  manhood,  deepening. 

Maturing  wise  experience, — 

Till  by  bright  valor  taught,  in  learning  read, 

Kindling  with  lires  of  intellect  intense, 

'Mid  high-famed  peers  the  patriot  lifts  his  head ! 

O  lovely  grand  aftection 

Age  warms  with  recollection, — 

Light  of  proud  being's  way. 

Shield  —  Hope  —  Defence  —  of  life's  deep-lighted  day  ;  — 

Who  cannot  sacrifices  needed  making, 

Dare  utmost  deeds  of  danger  —  peril  —  death,  — 

Dire  foes  in  ambush  —  on  the  field  o'ertaking 

Annihilate  —  or  in  the  conflict  yield  up  breath, 

In  Glory  rising, 

Freedom,  great  boon,  o'er  mortal  things  high  prizing  ! 

Sweet  calm  —  sweet  peace 

It  gives  —  from  bloody  tyrant  rage  released, — 

Blind  policies  of  fraud,  deceit,  surceased  :  — 

Opening  in  sunshine  sweet  distilling 

Wake  scenes  of  beauty  vast 

Sketched  —  limned  —  faint  traced  along  the  Past ! 

Full-sphered  all  thrilling 

Maturest  destinies  of  time  fulfilling  ;  — 

Great  universe  —  its  anthem  peals  resounds 

Stars  shine  —  suns  light  —  in  honor  angels  doff  their  crowns! 
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STROPHE    X. 

Then  strike  the  harp  to  Freedom  once  again, — 

Bid  human  nature  sing,  — 

The  startling  echoes  ring,— 

Vocal  continents  and  main, — 

They  who  love  the  brave  alway, — 

They  who  spend  for  righteous  sway, — 

Who  would  live  without  dismay. 

Ask  favouring  Heaven  that  Freedom's  sun  may  rise 

Flame  brightening  thro'  the  world's  far-arching  skies, 

Bring  back  great  golden  age  —  sweet  hour 

Of  grandeur,  lustering  glory  —  genial  power, — 

When  art,  supreme,  well  reiined, 

Great  Science,  mysteries  unbind, — 

Mightier  human  nature  be 

Unchanged  from  Wrong  —  in  Liberty, — 

Each  patriot  soul  upspring. 

Devoid  of  suffering,  — 

With  true  heroic  bound  —  e'er  young. 

New  shining  laurels  wear  —  gracing  mankind  ! 

STROPHE    XI. 

O  haste  redemption  —  ever  drawing  nigh, 

The  end  of  woes  —  each  long  drawn  human  sigh, — 

Man  in  true  harmonj^  with  changeless  Eight 

Shall  see  unfold,  grand  destinies  of  light, — 

Time's  crowning  prize,  in  glory's  pillared  way, — 

Hold  converse  with  high  harmonies,  serene. 

Rise  —  find  true  birth  —  bright  manhood's  boundless  sway, 

Quaff  life  —  mid  splendors  of  a  new-born  day. 

In  grandest  mien  ;  — 

Existence  'mid  these  lower  realms  of  time 

Bereft  of  apprehension  —  peril  —  fear. 

Shall  roll  a  deepening  nectar  stream,  sweet  —  clear 

Prophetic  of  eternal  joys  sublime  ! 

Then  hail  great  Freedom  !  in  true  advent  hour 

Each  patriot's  joy,  ending  barbaric  night, — 

To  time  it  brings  true  shaping,  moulding  power 

Pours  on  mankind  Heaven's  own  eternal  light ! 


'Tis  for  our  Country  now  we  sing, 

Shrined  in  our  heart  of  hearts  supreme, — 

Our  humble  tribute,  fond,  we  bring, 

Lo  Freedom's  banners  wave  and  stream  ;  — 

Ye  bloody  tyrants  stand  in  awe,  — 

Ne'er  dare  to  stain  our  glory  bright, 

They  sink  in  ruins  blackest  night 

"Who  spurn  our  Union  —  Freedom  —  Law  ! 

Chorus. — 

Up,  up,  ye  fearless  brave,  for  Freedom  take  your  stand. 
Guard  —  faithful  watch  — defend,  your  honored,  native  land! 

For  it  our  fathers  braved  the  deep, 
Herculean,  noble,  patriot  sires, 
The  nations  in  unconscious  sleej). 
They  kindled  Freedom's  beacon  tires  ;  — 
Shall  we  e'er  fear  relentless  foe 
When  tliro'  ambition's  lust  he  comes, 
To  pillage,  burn  our  lovely  homes. 
Our  heaven-lit  altars  to  o'erthrow  ( 

Up,  up,  ye  fearless  brave,  &c. 

Our  country  —  'tis  our  glorious  pride, 
For  that,  we  draw  the  vital  breath, 
For  that,  our  noblest  heroes  died. 
For  that,  we'll  tace  the  bloodiest  death  ! 
The  craven  coward  who  shall  dare 
E'er  raise  an  arm,  against  its  lite, 
Here  kindle  fratricidal  strife, 
Eternal  infamies  shall  share  ! 

Up,  up,  ye  fearless  brave,  &c. 

The  grandest  boon,  beneath  the  sun. 
Heroic  souls  speak  its  proud  name, 
For  man,  a  new  career  hath  run, 
Eternal  be  our  country's  fame  !  — 
No  more  shall  man  be  ground  to  dust, 
Time's  deepes*"  wrongs  he  dare  assail. 
He  upward  walks,  ascending  scale, 
His  ancient  fetters,  chains,  are  burst ! 

Up,  up,  ye  fearless  brave,  &c. 
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Here  Peace,  Abundance,  strew  the  land, 
Love's  deathless  tiame  grows  pure  and  bright, 
Along  the  mountains  —  purple  strand 
New  scenes  of  beauty  charm  the  sight  ; — 
O  shall  this  heritage  so  fair 
Fade  from  man's  view,  emit  no  beam. 
Weird  terror  voices  choke  and  scream, 
There  come  those  woes  no  flesh  can  bear ! 

Up,  up,  ye  fearless  brave,  &c. 

Shall  this  last  hope  to  man  oppressed, 
A  mirage  dazzle  to  deceive, 
His  bondage  elsewhere  unredressed, 
ISTo  respite  come  —  no  end,  reprieve  ? 
Shall  future  ills  deepen  his  gloom 
This  western  beacon  grand  expire. 
He  still  be  crushed  by  despot  ire 
His  life  a  living  martyr  tomb  ! 

Up,  up,  ye  fearless  brave,  &c. 

By  all  the  Past  —  its  joys,  so  pure. 

Delighted  memory  embalms. 

By  sainted  virtues,  grown  mature, 

A  deep  enthusiasm  warms,  — 

We  swear,  no  tyrant  shall  invade 

This  land,  where  dwell  the  wise,  the  great, 

Destroy  time's  grand  republic  state 

In  Freedom's  georgous  robes  arrayed  !  — 

Up,  up,  ye  fearless  brave,  &c. 

Gird  on  the  helmet  —  patriot  sword, 

In  solid  phalanx,  forward  march. 

At  Freedom's  high  commanding  word 

Shall  gild  with  light  time's  lengthening  arch  ;  — 

Bright  o'er  all  lands  —  great  silver  sea 

Prophetic  glories  soon  shall  rise. 

Burst  victor  shout  —  as  bondage  dies 

Freedom  the  world's  great  destiny. 

Up,  up,  ye  fearless  brave,  &c.        ' 
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